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otisirter horror movios as an «-xplf>»ivp ilevio-. They begin. Tin- 
tourli|>aperisIiLTlierF'san Inllial tlzx, wlileti dies down alnKsiinslanl.ly. 
The nervous spertatois, p<‘rclied a( a safe disEance beliiiid tape and 
barriers, observe in expoelanl. dismay as tlie spark inches ever closer 
to^Ure payload. Il's the job of the filmmaker Co calculale the variables: 
how long is the fuse? How bright is the ^ark? And. perltaps most 
crucially, how big is the eventual explosion? 

Director Ti West lias, over tlie course of five feature films, 
engineered a way to make that spark almost inviable to tlie liuman 
eye. Tliat is to say, if you didn't approach his oeuvre knowing that 
he was predominantly a horror director, it probably wouldn't 
be iastandy perceptible. 

West's abra^ve 2007 indie shocker, Trigger Man, initially evokes 
tile unnerving niinimalist exisientia of Kelly Reicliardl, or Gus Van 
Sant's Getry. radier Ilian die surging survival horror into wliicli il. - 
eventually, bloodily - mutates. The House of the Devil, tlie exceptional 
20011 film that launclied West, as die acceptable face of alternative, 
cine-literate liorror, played a similar game - suggesting the presence of 
evQ lurking behind the walls raUier tlian indicating any explicit terror. 



The Innkeepers is his latest offering, and arguably his masterpiece. Tlie 
t J pleasures of this talky Uirowback chiller don't derh'e from Us leisurely 
/J pacing or the pair of beauUfuUy nuancetl perfotmances at its cenlre, 
■III’ feeling d>at widi eacli subsequent film, West is honing, distilling, 

^j,’U‘i •purifying die essence ofliis craft. 

Tliere i.s no chilU'r in a Ti W<*sl. film, and his concessions to genre are 
muu-datbesl.Hislllmshavemon'incommonwitiUhepalenied'Oneiiiaof 
Dread'dispensedbydirectoraUkeMicliaelHaneke, Stanley Kubrick or »» 
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onsidpt horror movips as an explosive device. Tliey begin. 
The tourlipaper is lit. Tliere's an iniiial fba, wtiirli dies 
down almost InsconUy. Tiie nervous speclators, perclied 
at a safe distance behind tape and barriers, observe 
in expectant dismay as (lie spark incites ever closer 
to tlie payload. It's tite Job of the niminaker to calculate die 
variables: liow long is the fuse? How briglit is the spark? 
And, perliaps most crucially, how big is the eventual 
explosion? 

Director Ti West has, over die course of five 
feature films, en^eered a way to make diat ^ark 
almost invisible to the human eye. Tliat is to say, 
if you didn't approach his oeuvre knowing tliat 
he waspredomin8nllyahorrordlreci:or,itprobably wouldn't 
be instantly perceptible. 

West's abrasive 2007 indie sliocker. Trigger Man. 
initially evokt's die unnerving niinimaiisl cxistenUa of 
Kelly Kelcliardt, or Gus Van Sant’s Gerry, rallier dian the 
surging survival liorror into wliiclt it - eventually, bloodily 
- mutates. The House of the Devil, die exceptional 
2009 film tliat launched West as the acceptable face of 
altemadve, clne-literale horror, played a similar game - 
suggesting the presence of evil lurking behind the walls 
rather tlian indicating any explicit terror. 


The Innkeepers is Ids latest ofCgHVig, and arguably Ills 
masterpiece. Ttie pleasures of iliis talky throwback tiiiller 
don 'I <leriv<‘ from itsleisurely pacing or the pair of beautifully 
nuanced performances at its cenlre, bul tlie feeling diat with 
eacli subsequent film. West is honing, distilling, purifying tlie 
essence of ids craft 

Tliere is no clutter in aTl West film, and his concessions 
to genre are muted at best His films liave more in 
common with the patented ‘Cinema of Dread' dispensed 
by directors like Michael Haneke, Stanley Kubrick or ►* 
David Lyncli. In tliat light, twie raiglit see The Innkeepers 
as West's Tcin Peaks. So rich are its characters and the 
histoiy it forges tliat you feel diis could have worked 
as a full-blown TV series. 

Claire (Sara Paxton) and Luke (Pat Healy) man 
the desk at the soon-to-be-closed Yankee Perllar Inn, 
a mom-'n'-pop guesthouse located in an eerily Iraiujuil 
Connecdi-ut suburb. Despite die ciieery community vibe, 
tile inn also boasts a colourful lilstory as the location 


of a grisly murder. Tlie victim was one Madeline O’Malley, 
a jilterl bride wlio Is si.lll said to haunt tlie Pedlar’s 
corridors, stairwells and atriums. 

"niere’s a lot of cliatler in The Innkeepers, bul banal 
llnugli it may inhiolly appear, it’s an essential component 
of Westb devious MO. Claire is not your classic empallietjc 
scream queen wlio casually spouts on inventory of lier 
liopes and dreams. Tliere’s tlie sense that she's lost, dial 
when her inevitable redundancy arrhes, she will drift into 
boredom and depression. She lias trouble connecting 
to her peers, as seen in an amusing early scene involving 
a forced conversation witli a self-involved coffee barista 
(Lena Duniiam: wlio else?). The &ct that slie dl^Iays 
a blind faitli in her ability to ghost hunt is possbly die most 
Iteartbreaking detail of tliem all. Paxton, an actress who lias 
mainly been involved in TV and MOR sclilork, raptures Uiese 
fine sliades in im aslonishiiig ceniral performance. 


As tlie current guest list is minuscule, Claire and Luke decide 
to while away Uieii final working hours goofiJy searcliing 
for evidence of the supematuraL With the aid of a CHF 
rweher and a tape recorder, tlie name of the game is to sit 
and wait for tlie ^osts to make their presence known. Tlie 
cunning sound design plugs us in to Claire's lieadpliones as 
she listens out for spooks - the faint tinkling of piano keys 
ilrougli a mis) of static is a technical nta.scerstroke. 

Billies k-on Kelly McCillUs checks in, playing a fading 
actress wlio luippenixl to star in one of Claire's favourite 
TV shows. A mysterious older man, too, arrives ininstlng lie 
stay in a room Uialb now used as a laundiy cupboard. Both, 


ANTICIPATION. 

H West follows up tlie career-making 
The House of the Deiil. 


ENJOYMENT. 

Tliis is horror cinema expertly stripped 
back to its veiy core. 


\N RETROSPECT. 

Tlie ending is a lad loo sudden, bul the 
build-up is tlie work of a master filmmaker. 
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J ViDpose my interest In horror really all started back 
It my local video store. I come from the small city of 
V'lmington. Delaware. It's a nice place to live, but hardly 
a hub for filmmaking (or any other artistic outlets). The 
only real access t had to movies was a cheap three-dollar 
theatre that showed second run films, and our one video 
store. Video Frequency. I would usually only get to go 
there on nights that my parents were going out. It was 
a way to ease the stress of having an under qualified 
babysitter. My mom would take me to the store, let me 
pick out one or two VMS tapes and then dump me back at the 
house under the questionable supervision of our teenage 
neighbour. 
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suppose my interest In horror really all started back 
at my local video store. I come from the small city of 
Wilmington, Delaware. It's a nice place to live, but hardly 
a hub for filmmaking (or any other artistic outlets). The 
only real access I had to movies was a cheap three-dollar 
theatre that showed second run films, and our one video 
store. Video Frequency. I would usually only get to go 
there on nights that my parents were going out. It was 
a way to ease the stress of having an under qualified 
babysitter. My mom would take me to the store, let me 
pick out one or two VMS tapes and then dump me back at the 
house under the questionable supervision of our teenage 

The funny thing is. I really Interested in the 
babysitters, just like they weren't really Interested in 
me. So our focus mutually shifted to the movies I would 
rent. For some reason, ray parents had no opinion about 
the kind of content ! wanted to watch. I only mention 
this because often I would rent R-rated movies that my 
babysitters weren’t even allowed to watch in their own 
home. Kore times than 1 can count, they would leave at the 
end of the night far more afraid than 1 ever was. Funny 
to think that their rebellious way of seeing ’restricted' 
movies was taking care of an eight-year-old. 


I’m not sure what attracted rae to the horror genre. 
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I suppose I have always been Interested 1n counter-culture 
content. Horror movies, comic books, arcades, punk rock: 
anything that had its own subculture was alluring to me. 
1 grew up 1n the 1960s, which may be the last decade of 
sustainable subcultures. W hat was so cool to ire about 
horror was that lt was isftJSted in a separate section 
of the video store. They hp^t 1n the back corner next 
to the pornos. It was one above the smut. There was 
something dark and seedy about that, and I liked 1t. You 
didn’t find other children in this section; only weird, 
deranged creeps slowly browsing the aisles. 

It was magnetic to me. I lived for sneaking back there 
and gawking at the marvellously illustrated box covers. 
They depicted horrific scenes of monsters, murder and 
mayhem. It was the stuff nightmares were made of. ! was 
mesmerised. Each one was more terrifying than the next - 
almost daring you to rent them. 



To some degree, especially as a kid. watching these films 
was like a twisted endurance test. The descriptions 
promised an experience unlike any other - something 
most people could never handle. It was intimidating and 
sensationalised, it made you wonder if you were strong 
enough to take on the challenge. Once I got a taste, it 
quickly became an addiction. Like any addiction, however, 
when overexposed you no longer get the same high. 

I soon found myself watching everything and anything 
I could get my hands on. Just looking for the next The 
Exorcist or The Shining or A Nightmare on Elm Street. 
I wanted something that would scare me the way those 
films did. I have such vivid memories of the Grady twins, 
Freddy Krueger. Michael Myers, the clown under the bed 
in Poltergeist. Zelda from Pet Sematary. etc. They all 
affected me in ways nothing ever had before. It was as if 
they awoke emotions I didn’t know existed. 

I’m still trying to reproduce those feelings. It may 
be impossible. It may be something that only exists when 
you're a child. The Ignorance and sense of wonder Is 
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LWLles: 

Wh»t do you love ebout movies? 

T1 V/est: 

The first memory I heve of being 
excited about movies was when I saw 
■^fiders of the Lost Ark on late-night 
television. I’d never seen anything 
like it before. I instantly became 
obsessed with Indiena Jones, and would 
be forever in awe of the Iconic onscreen 
vloloence. It wes traumatising. Even 
today, I use the image of Toht’s melting 
face as my Twitter photo. For an image on 
on a screen to cause that kind of 
reaction is incredible. 
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the world's largest open-pit uranium mine, 
whicti led to some uneasiness. When dust storms 
Clew up. the mica in the sand glistened so it 
looked really radioactive. People were running 
for cover. Later, the front-of-house decided 
we couldn't afford Fuller's earth [fake clay] 
anymore, so they replaced it with a cheap 
mixture of lime and cement dust, which can blind 
you. Nobody told us. but they shovelled it into 
the 747 turbines and we were plastered with 
toxic dust. 

“There were a number of 
incidents that were a little 
close for comfort - the 
explosions on our exploding 
truck were a little bigger 
^ than we expected, and 

something like 40 hire cars 
were written-off altogether. 
There were an awful lot 
W of tensions between the 

I crew and the production: 

u one of the truck drivers 

» cracked three of the clapper 

M loader's ribs. After that he 

was so pissed he misloaded 


took pl2 
: ncl udi ng 


“Oust Devil 
incidents thi 
South Africa. 


lumber of t 
the 1980s 


murders in Namibia. As the 
crimes really happened, we 
were honour-bound to shoot 
in some of the most remote 
and inhospitable places on 
the planet, so essentially 
we had to move a low-budget 
international film crew 
out to the Skeleton Coast 
and keep everyone alive - 

“The parent company. 
Palace Pictures. was 
forced into receivership 


flow problems. Our budget •CqV 

dropped from £2m to Cl.Sm. 
and the movie went floating 
away: Steadicams never arrived, animals never 
arrived, the crew dwindled down to about 
eight people by the end. and a lot of the key 
vehicles had to be pushed into shot - we were 
shooting a road movie and the number of cars 
we had access to was dwindling. I was writing 
scenes the night before, then shooting them at 
6am the next day with very little idea of where 
we were going. In some respects this mitigated 
in the film's favour because it became a lot 
more surreal and cerebral. 

*!t's a strange place. Namibia, like shooting 
on the face of Mars. One of our locations was 


every bit of film I had 
access to had been exposed. 
When I got back to the UK. 
the lab held onto the negative and the various 
pieces of the movie were impounded by the people 
who were owed money. It took about three years 
for me to clamber through the legal mass and get 
back the various pieces of the movie. 

"Because it had already been written-off as 
a bad debt, no one wanted to pay for post- 
production so I had to raise the money myself. 
By then I was in debt to the tune of flOO.OOO. 
out of my flat and my girlfriend had dumped me. 
But looking back. I'm still very fond of the 
movie. I realise that it couldn't have been made 
under any other circumstances 
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"I was making my own little 
movies in 8mm. I didn’t 
care about whether it was 
commercial or not, I just 
liked making crazy shit. 

Edgar levins, who ended up 
producing Bdsket Case said. 

'Hey. have you ever thought 
about doing a feature-length 
film? I'll get the money.’ 

After I don't remember how 
many months, he finally 
said. 'Well. I can't raise a 
dime.' I was so pissed off, 

I started shooting Basket 
Case with my own money the 
following weekend. When we 
got the footage back there 
was something terribly wrong 
with it. The camera had the 
wrong eyepiece on. So the 
next weekend I reshot it all 
doing retakes on my own movie. 

"from there, we filmed on any money we could 
find for about a year. Despite the fact the film 
wasn't coming out at all how I'd planned it. 
I just kept persevering for the simple reason 
that, honest to god, I never thought anyone would 
see it. Me had no crew - it was whoever showed 
up. locations? You just patch them together and 
hope no one notices - what the hell. The [basket- 
dwelling antagonist] Belial puppet never worked 
properly: for all of the scenes where he was 
moving on the dresser in the hotel room, that was 


me stuffed inside the chest of drawers, wearing 
a glove and looking out of a crack in the door at 
a mirror so 1 could direct the scene. That's the 
glamour of filmmaking, kids. 

"1 didn't shoot any of the New York sequences 
with a permit - it's all hit and run. In the 
film, you notice [lead actor and Belial's human 
twin/carer] Kevin Van Hentenryck walking past 
a porno shop. That's take two. Take one I was 
filming from the open door 


of i 



and so: 
larging out of 1 




threatening to kill us all - 
he thought we were from CBS 
News. Later, we had Kevin 
running down the street in 
Tribeca bare-assed naked, 
but there was no one there 
to notice. That's the way 
it was back then. 1 guess 


dazzle the c 

a company > 
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do SFX shots to 
owd. have a guy 

Me sold it to 
ailed Analysis 
they decided 




to make it even more of a 
comedy by cutting out all 
the blood. They opened it at the Maverly Theater 
in New York and it was a flop. I was totally 
disgusted - all that work to have somebody cut 
the guts out of it. Eventually they opened It 
uncut in Dallas where it started selling out. 
Later, I'm walking past the Maverly and I see a 
line going round the block. I happen to see John 
Caglione who did the make-up effects. I asked 
him what he was going to see. He said. 'Basket 
Case, your film - and it's bloody as hell!' 
Analysis changed the print and it played there 
for two years. You know, it sounds so simple: 
'Let's go and make a moviel' But it sure isn't." 
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“He painstakingly listed ei 
needed to make an incredib 
filming unit, and we bought 
it out with everything. We 
for it to be shipped 
to Africa and. 
basically, the ship 
left without it: not 
only that, there was 
no other ship. So 


going to get most of 
our equipment was 

production time. I 
still feel sick. It 
was a blow we never. 

•In Africa, we 

were stopped by armed police all the time, 
money being extracted from us [$30,000 of the 
$150,000 budget went on bribes]. 1 got mugged 
at knifepoint and my cash, cards and driving 
licence were taken, then they tried to put me 
in jail for driving wi thout a 1 i cence_ Africa's 
a beautiful place and there are lovely people 
In it. but it's very corrupt. I guess that's 
not breaking news, especially when you're 
carrying big shiny boxes of film equipment; 
they think you're 'Hollywood' and you have 


His personality changed, he just went gaga and 
collapsed, losing control of himself and his 
bowels - a very undignified situation. He was 
in hospital for two weeks. I was Just standing 
there thinking. 'We're actually going to end up 
killing people.' The whole thing was falling 
apart on every level . 

“I remember we were shooting a sequence in 
an orphanage, and as we were wrapping, hundreds 
of people came for their money and it got scary 
- really scary. I'm talking Slack Hawk Down. 
t hi nking-you 're-going- to-be- torn-limb-from-1 imb 
scary. Me all piled 
into our vehicle; 
the whole van was 
rocking, we thought 
they might topple 
it. The gaffer said. 
'They'll put a nail 
on top of our heads 
and smash it in with 
a brick.' It was a 
sickly. horrible, 
cruel feeling, given 



“Rob [Freeman, 
the fittest peopT 
got cerebral malar 
If it doesn't kill you 


lead actor] is 


> the worst kind 
I turn you insane. 


gone through just to 
make a bloody film. 
In the end we just had to drive at them - we're 
in an orphanage, remember - and we did. Me didn't 
run anyone over thankfully, but that fear, a 
horrible guttural feeling. 1 can still feel a 
little piece of it now. 

“I can look at the film now and I'm proud 
of it. but I'm still frustrated about all the 
things we wanted to do but couldn't. Anyone 
reading this, trust me, I can't even explain 
to you how hard it was to make this film. We 
turned down loads of offers of distribution 
for OVD because we wanted it on the big screen 
first. Me didn't lug 35rom cameras across the 
desert so it could be shown on a mobile phone. 
Me wanted to give people a journey they would 
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Inside the strange sodality 
of the horror fan. 




but In our aigit«1 age t d«c«nt-lMk<ng 
Knd, more i«port«ntly. decent- 
iounfling) chtHer cen be orodiKed for 

* awdett budget. «b^le * generetion 
of filmmakers tnat came of age with 
the horror flicks of the ’JOs and ’80s 
has been reimagimig them for a new 

• or similarly nostalgic • audience. 
Horror is not Just preoccupied 
with resurrections, rerenance and 
unnatural returns, out alto keeps 
coming back itself to a sort of undeto 

amgl y endless re makes. 

reboots am 
than any oi 



of horror. 
howeM^B the genre 
entirely respectable. On the contrary, 
anyone who states in polite company 
that The Texet Cheintew Hessecre 
IS one of their a1l-t<«e favourite 
files, or champions Tom $i«’s recent 
experiments u’th human centipedes, 
or hints at an Interest ■torture 
porn*. is Hkely to be met with a 
degree of supercilious disapproval, 
even - or especially - from those who 
have never seen the films in guestion. 

It is the kino of response to which 
supporters of niche genres have become 
inured, but with one significant 
difference. Fans of. say. science- 
fiction. comic-book adaptations or 
'tween" films (rmflfgftt. The ffunger 
fiames) may have to face similar 
scorn, but it is oni> their Supposed 
geekiness or juvenility wh'ch is being 
derided. Fans of horror freguently 
have not just their tastes but them 
entire moral fibre constantly called 
into question by others. Hhich other 
fanbase is repeatedly branded 'sick' 
for their fandom? 

ho wonder, then, that there are 
literally hundreds more fUm festivals 
dedicated to horror than to any other 
genre. U is not Just that the Fright. 
Shriek, Scream and Shocker fests of 
this world provide an opportunity 
to see on the big screen titles that 


night otherwise be released only to 
the hone market, if at all: they also 
provide a safe haven where Hke-sinded 
adults can meet, watch and talk freely 
about the genre that they fetishlse 
without fear of being judged. To 
outsiders, the horror festival crowd 
might seem Hke cinema's equivalent 
to a paedophile ring - a potential 
risk, though thankfully contained. 
Yet to insiders, such festivals are a 
Oulwark against the simplistic, knee- 
jerk condemnation of those on the 
Outside who never really look in. 

Nothing quite brings folk together 
like a shared interest - not to 
mention a communal gasp or two - end 
anyone who frequents horror festivals 
can attest to the amicability of 
their atmosphere. After all. when you 
spend hours or even days flinching, 
screaming ana laughing together at the 
same images of diabolism, decadence 
and destruction, you knew you're 
among fritnds. And while the post- 
film. often post-feminist discussions 
that ensue in these supposed dens of 
misogyny can certainly be heated, they 
emerge from a common connoisseurship 
and passion for horror rather than 
from the antagonism that so many non- 
fans seem automatically to direct 
at the genre ana its adepts. Horror 
festivalgoers are either already 
well -practised at reading all the 
onscreen entrails (the allusions, 
irresolutions and ambiguities} which 
engender the genre's uncanny mix of 
the familiar and the unexpeettd, or 
else are at least wiling to try. 
After their first taste, newbies 
usually come back • vamptrically - 
for Bwre. 

Crucially, the mvited filmnakers 
and cast members who mingle with the 
festival’s ticket hoioers also tend 
to form a seamless continuum with 
then, having themselves largely been 
drawn to making horror by their own 
love for it. For horror is ever a 
genre by fans as much as for them - 
all keen to travel cinema's shadowy 
byroads together rather than alone 
In the dark ® 
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Here Be MonsLers 



Writer and mythographer Marina Manner traces 
the cultural origin of our fears, from 
campfire stories to modern cinema. 







story has experienced It themselves 
or has met the witness. And in a 
way that's what the camera phone 
is: a witness. It's fantastically 
moving and incredibly convincing to 
view footage of an incident that’s 
happened in the street because this is 
authentic testimony, however crude. 
We really are 'there', and that's a 
very strong narrative device. That's 
the structure of urban myth. 

The other way that digital media has 
very much contributed to the uncanny 
and phantasmic, is that we're the first 
generation really to see ourselves in 
action all the time as if by an outside 
force. It's constantly available to 
us to see ourselves in real time, 
in motion. My mother heard herself 
talking and found herself a stranger. 
Now we all know exactly what we sound 
like, what we look like. But our 
consciousness is externalised. It's no 
longer what the world looks like from 
inside my head, it's what the world 
looks like when I hold up my camera, 
which is my prosthesis, and look back 
at myself in it. in the world. 

It fuels our sense of the uncanny, 
this imagined Other, this surveillance 
camera that is also oneself. We find 
ourselves, in a sense. Other to 
ourselves. That eerie feeling is very 
strongly present in the way stories 
are told now. 


Yes. I think so. I would single 
out the zombie as something that 
clarifies our preoccupations and 


our sense of ourselves. The zombie 
is a comparatively modern monster. 
It surfaces at the very earliest 1n 
the West in the eighteenth century: 
it's originally an African idea that 
comes in with slavery but it’s also 
mutated considerably since then. Our 
zombies now are not the zombies of the 
Caribbean at all. 

The zombie has come to fully 
characterful life in movies since 
The Night of the Living Dead, which 
is one place where the monstrous and 
the phantasmic truly meet. The Romero 
zombie has some characteristics of 
the monster - the cannibalistic, 
devouring appetite, sometimes the 
deformity. But it also has this 
very powerful charge because it's 
a soulless creature that has no 
consciousness: It’s just Impelled 
horribly by some outside force. 

Zombies are the spectres of 
consumerism, and they're the spectres 
of the loss of Identity. In an era 
when people are taught to idealise 
words like ‘individual identity', 
'mastery' and 'agency', it produces 
a huge deficit of constants 1n most 
people because we also know that we're 
being thoroughly manipulated by all 
these other circulating images and 
propaganda. It’s tremendously hard 
to resist the enormous wealth that's 
invested in hypnotising us to want 
the new this and the new that. So we 
live with a constant tension between 
being told we should be masters 
and being aware that we're slaves. 
The zombie perfectly expresses that. 
It's a brilliant symbol '' 
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Safe 

Diiecled by Booz YaUn 

Slatting Jason Stathom, Catherine Chan, Chris Sarandon 
ReieosedMoy A 


W ith Iris Angers (or sUoulcl tlial be 
fias?) in seeiningly innumerabic 
action-packed pies, Jason Statham 
has become a real-iife incarnation of Adam 
Buxtonk Fiirknis Andrew, tiie snariing one-man 
army forever puslied too far by liaddies who are 
clearly unaware of die consequences of 'fucking' 
with lum-'niisZ/enemeeis-lilUiTuite C'ageflgluer 
cltase thriller sticks to die lH>ilen>late. anil 
is none die worse for it. Sladiainit Luke Wriglit 
crosses die Russian mob, gets widowed and 
prepares to cliuck himself uniler a train, lie then 
Andsa cause to live for in tlie shape of a iO-year- 
old Cltinese madrs genius. 

Mci, too, is on die wrong side of die lawless. 
As a computer-noggined wtlnderkid, she has been 
OafBckedfromCliinatoNYCtoserveasa walking 
Io0>ook for die TMads’ nefarious protection 
rackeL die ultimate papo'less office. BiE Luke's 
very pt'rsecutors, die Huskies, an* wist* to her 
value and determined to wring her dry, WUi 
an entire corrupt police precinct also taking an 
interest, wlin can assist Mei in lM‘r ilurltig esiape? 
How abntil dial iDtshaven drunk blob' dresst'd 
like a plasterer, weejiiiig oikI teetering at die edge 


of the subway platform? He lotrfts a good beL 

'Tliat die set-up is vacuum-packed into die 
first 10 minutes sliould provide a clue as to 
the preoccupadon of the temaining 100 left 
over. Namely, the dismantling of cars, hotels, 
restaurants and Iniman faces in a dmasand-mUe- 
an-heus' wliirlwind of fists, bools and hot lead. 
It's such a breadiles-s ride from one set-piece 
to die ni'xt iliai tiiere’s Imrely lime to aihnire 
the stylisli camerawork that franK-s die carnage 
so elegandy. Tlie total .sensoty overload uEsels 
dialogue dial mosdy feels culled from a liundred 
tou^vguy also-rans. Fortunately, Stadiam lias 
a way willi a one-liner diat, at its best, recalls 
vintage-era Bruce WQIis. As a bona fide global 
action star, he is tlie surprise ileiil ^aduate 
of the Locky Sock class, widi a screen presence 
dial teeters on die riglE side of knowingness. 
Stadiam probably does so litde press because he 
can't trust liinuself not to blurt, “I am a world- 
famous movie star. rackin' ridicklious!'' 

But of course, it isn't ridiculous. As die 
fiuTow-browed ckiblier litan sliows here, 
he can pull off ludicrous dialogue and ferocious 
bull-kicking with more aplomb dian most, 


and widiout tlie spliincter-puising smugness 
tliat scuppers die likes of Arnie and Sly. In tlie 
underplayed on-die-run relationship between 
Mei and Luke, Statliam is less assured (altliougli 
C'atlierine (Jian is impressh’ely grave as the 
preiematurally agi'd Mei), but tliat's not really 
wliat we're liere for, is it? Cars chase, jaws bust, 
bullets fly and windows burst inslow-mo crystal 
slnwers. If you wont a movie lo ciiange your 
life, try Bresson - but be warm'd: you wrai’t gel 
a perfivdy-slaged ;)0-man cltop-six’ky lear-up 
in Au IlasaiH Balthazar. Paul Fairrlough 


ANTICIPATION. Was Tianspotler 
tliat sci-fi film? 


ENJOYMENT. Wliip-smart placing 
and breadiless pliotograpliy mask die 
silliness admirably. 


IN RETROSPECT. Only lialf as dumb as 
it kids on, Is still a cut above die 
average aciioner. 


1 

3 

5 



Killer Doe 

Duecwd by 'N'rtUom Friedkin 

Storting Matthew McConoughey, tmHe Hir»eh, Juno Temple 
Releosed June 29 


W illi KiUei' Joe. Willtam Krtorlkin dtx^ 
for &icd cliicken wlial lie <lid witli poa 
soup in The Exoieisl. Namely, to make 
you nw'er want to taste, touch or even look 
at the stuff ever ^ain. Wliat begins as a 
merry, Jim Tlionipsony crime caper in wliicti a 
harebrained get-rich-quick sdieme falls apart just 
as swiftly and ^embolically as it was devised, 
stxxi devolves into a hellisli comedy of siislaint-d 
sexual iiumiliaiion that plumbs .S'n/o-esque levels 
uf pliysical and (isycliologlcal depravity. 

As Willi Prii^rlkin's underraletl Bug. this Is 
a vivacious adaptation of a jilay by 'Hacy 
Letts. Yel agaia it lakes tlie form of one long, 
Inexorable crescendo fuelU“d by tlie naive 
willingness of a group of people to accept 
a dangerous stranger into liieir lives. Tlie 
repeliant trafler-trash Smith clan is comprised 
of drunken hick Ansel (Tliomas Hayden 
ClHirch). Iiis slutty pizza chef wife Sliarla (Gina 
Gershon). llieir wild, incestuously-inclined son 
from ills first marri^e, t'hris (Emile Hirscli), 
and tlieir lialf-witied baby doll daugliter, Doctie 
(JunoTemple). 

Wlien C'liris decides dial lie wants to kill liis 
real motluT to Ki>curr a imssive life Insurance 
dividend, lie and Ansel enlist the help of KlUer 
Joe (MatiJiew Mi<'unaughey), a rogue lawman 


and freelance assassin. Tliough unable to offer 
a downpayment for Ills deatli-glving services, 
die pair allow liim temporaiy no-holds-barred 
access to Dottle, widi whom he is instantly 
enraptured. If payment is never received, Joe 
gets to take Dottle away with liim. 

Bolstering, radier tlian - as you niigiit 
expect - softening die film’s absunlly extreme 
denouement is Mct'onaiighey, who manages 
to locate die inner sadist witliin the hemp-'n'- 
liackysack Southern yo-yo wlUch 1ms become 
Ills rote screen jiersona. Willi his all-black 
atdre, devilJsli charm and violent insistence 
on keeping to die rules of die game. Killet- 
Joe recalls Dennis Potter's Biimstoiie and 
Dvacie in bodi structure and die central notion 
of a mysterious stranger wliose inteHcHTual 
superiority allows liira to irrevocably alter 
the lives of a poor, uncultured and dioroughly 
poisonous family unit. 

Friedldn is currently 76-years-old, and as 
with films like Alain Resnais' Wild Gmsa (made 
at age 87), Jean-Luc Godard’s Film Sorialisme 
(made at age 79) and Manoel tie Oliveira's The 
Strange Case of Angelica (maile at age 100). 
Kitin' Joe demonsirules all l.lie vitality and 
causdc humour of a hol.-shil newbk- who's 
straiglil out uf film scIkxiI. 


As close to die marrow as diis film |$it5. 
itb diOicult not to read as teaang pnwoedien, 
manly down to i1h‘ lK>ped-up performances, tlie 
sun-Ueaclied colour palette and a profu^n of 
surreal, knockabout luiraour and deviant sexual 
dienanigans. One miglit even see Killer Joe as 
a raucous satire on humid, Tbrincssee William.s- 
style SoudKTn psyebodramas, when instead of die 
waling hertinc grtting carted ct! to die nuthatch, 
sliek, well... no, it’s probably best not to say. You 
liave to ask: Ls It jxisslble to take a film seriou^ in 
wlik'h one of the li-ads islu-aiim lialf to detail widi 
acan of pumpkin purce’f David Jenkins 


ANTiCiPATtON. One of die leading 
limits of '70s Hollywood is liardly vi-hal 
you'd call a safe pair of hands tliesedays. 


ENJOYMENT. If you're genuinely 
sickened by tliis film, your funny bone 
needs replacing. 


3 

4 


IN RETROSPECT. Ivovely to ae«‘ 
FViedkIn on such miscliievous form 
and M(<'onaughe,v llnully nweatlng 
Ills (lark side. 


3 


The Source 

Direciedby Rodu Mihoiteonu 
Sta(iir<9 Veita &eWhti, Hafsio Herei, 
So) eh ftokr'i 
Re)ea&ed Moy 



R rieasedjiBl ovcraypar after tlip Arab Spring 
iftii^gs that spread aeross tlie Middle East 
artd North A&ica, Radu MUiaileanu's Thf Source 
(daces a groiqi of revolutionary Muslim women 
at its core. In a small, unnamed moiuitaln village, 
imn-vvilled newlywed Leila (Leila Bekhli) and 
die rest of die female eoranninity enforce a love 
strike against tlitir liashands in protest at liaving 
tofetd) water fmmalofiy mountaintopspring- 
Tlte tn'oclierom rocky patli tluii l<‘aiLs up 
to die life-giving source has ironically taken 
die lives of many of Uie villagers unborn sons 
and dau^ilers. After her best friend miscarries 
foflowing a fall, Leila (with tlio aid of iier learned 
teacher liu^and, Sami, played by Saleli Bakii) 
derides to take matters into licr own liands. 

Distilling its inspiration from a real-life love 
strike dial occurred in Tbrkey in 2001, as well 
asAristophanes’ Ancient Greek play, Li/sistrafo, 
The Source is a brave attempt to tackle some 
controversial issu(*swlille trying siraultaneousiy 


to function as enlertaining drama. 

FYendi-Jcwish director Miltaileanu 
demonstrates a genuine deftness for light 
romedy, particularly in an early scene involving 
a visldng group of French tourists: as the women 
perform a traditional song and tlance number, 
tlie language barrier prohibits the Gallic guests 
from gadiering liie ladies' gist - namely, tliat 
their men folk are slovenly, insenstdve diiiclnm 
iiiialile to fend fur liiemselves. However, 
as the fllm^lonedarkonsund die women'spiigU 
becomes ever more desperate, Miltaileanu loses 
contntl of his narrative. 

A sul^Iol Involving Iclia^ rMIdKKid 
sweedieait - now a botanist obsessed with life's 
minutiae - fMs to registtr, wliile the women’s 
suppressed rage eventually sliifts towards the 
local govemmenl for failing to provide essential 
amenities, effectively absolving their frequmdy 
abu^ve Itusbands. Hus is very rauehA Separalton- 
lite, purporting to tackle some of die big issues of 


modem Islaitiic sodety, yet ultimately unwilling to 
make a deflnlUve stand in the .same way asAs^tar 
Farltadi^ tragic masterwork. Daniel Green 


ANTICIPADON. Last year's Arab Spring 
will liopefuUy liave a positive effect 
on Islamic filnunaking - MUiaileaniili 
contemporary fable could be a vlijd 
vanguard effort 


4 


ENJO'fMENT. Ferforniances an' strong 
tlirouglioul, but MiluiUoanu seems 
unwilling to nail liis persortai beliefs 
to die post. 


2 


lU RETROSPECT. A whimsical 
tale of women, water and wedktek. 
with precious little direction, drive 
or purpose. 


2 


Arirang 


0)tettedb'/R\m Ri-duk 
Stoning R\m Ki-duk 
Released June B 



T liere’s a ^rnous interview with Lou 
Reed ft'om Mojo magazine in which Che 
notoriously cantankerous Velvet Underground 
frontman starts to oiionly weep when played 
a .saxophone sequence from his latest album, 
ThcRaivn.Onthe page, il wasdifficuli to gauge 
whellirr Uiis was an act of pure, imfeltered 
narcisusm or a sincere demonstration 
of emotion in full, glorious flow. 

Enter Soudt Korean Kim Ki-duk, a iilm 
cfirector who, it transpires. liasmurUinoommon 
with Reed. He's lauded as soraediing of a pioneer 
and a national treasure, despite die fact that las 
creative outpK lias been patchy at best. Spring, 
Summer, Autumn, Winter...and Spring is 1^ 
7>’<nisfo(Ttier, TTte Isle is his Betiln and Time 
is Ids StiUg Can 1 Dniice. IILs latest, die liighly 
persona] and unforgivingly exp<‘rimeniai auto- 
critique, Arirang, could he chalked up as liis 
answer Ui Metal Machine Music. 

During die pnidudion of liLs 21X18 film. 
Dream, lliere was an accident on set In which 


tlie lead actress was nearly clicked to deadt. 
She was only saved as a result of Kim^ (leisonal 
iniervendon. Arirang - named after a Korean 
folk song wlilcli Kim tlrunkcnly caterwauls 
at 30-mimiie intervals - sees die director, now 
suffering ftom unisl's block anil a severe case 
of the blues, chronicling Ills life during a period 
of st'lf-imposeti exile. His camera becomes 
a mimir: Kim stares Into It and simply rants. 
Tlien he makes an espresso widi a maclane 
lie built liimself. Tlien he rants some more. 

Kim has some serious issues to deal with, 
and liis doom-laden exploration of life’s 
ultimate futility and death's omnipresent gaze 
is verixjse, repetitive and only ^loradically 
profound. His propensity for self-congratulation 
(he has decorated liLscabin witiidie ixsten and 
scripts of all Ills past flints) makes it mudi more 
difllcult to emiiaihLse wiUi his struggle. Also, 
like Ki>ed. Kim films himself in fkxxls of tears 
as he waiclx's fiKituge of liintseif (naturally) 
drawing a millstone up a hill. 


Jafar Panalii’s brilliant DV confesscnal, TJii.s 
IS Not a Film, seems an apt point of canparison, 
even iliougli it's a mutli more sopliruicated, 
nuanced and pliUosopliically ricli work. An'miipis 
a slog as Kim - intmiionally orotlierwlsc - swiftly 
lips over from u confused Inner aoempUng to daw 
Ids way out of depretnion to a raUvr cBslaalefiil, 
vain and violenl gi'nllmian win can't undersisid 
why IlK'onliro worltl won'tsee him for die tortured 
and a'nsXlive genius he clearly Is David Jenkius 


ANTICIPATION. Despite a critical 
mauling, il was die surprise winner of the 
I'n Certain Regard prize at Cannes 201 1. 


ENJOTMENT. The diametric oppo^te 
of happy fun limes. 


IN RETROSPECT. Vaguely Interesting, 
but most ly painful and confusing 


5 

1 

2 


]uan of 
Lhe Dead 

D^'ened by Mejondro Bru9ues 
Stoidng Mexis Diaz de Viitegas, 
Jorge Molma, Andrea Duro 
Reieosed Moy 4 



‘m a srmivor," doclaros slacker Juan 
A (Alexis Diaz do Villegas) in Alejandro 
BrugUM'Juflii of theDead, before listing all the 
events from Cuba’s post-revolutionary era tliat 
lie lias indeed survived. 'Just give me a cliance 
and ru sort it nut.' 

TliLs uniiably feckless cliiincer regards a 
full-blown zombie outbreak In Havana as Just 
anotlier of Cuba's eniSess troubles ("riii'y want 
to eat. just like in tlx‘ Special I’erUxl - but tliey 
don't just eat cats"), and also as an opportunity 
ripe to be exploited. “We're Cubans," says Juan, 
explaining to lus estranged daugliter Camila 
(Andrea Duro) why lie lias decided to turn 
zombie-slaying into a profitable business on the 
side. That’s what we do when tilings get tougli." 

It is business as usual for tlie state 
authorides, too.branduig tlie untlead ‘dissidents' 
and insisting dial 'evcrytiiing Is bark to normal' 
wlieii tlie zombies liave taken over tlie streets 


endreiy. Meanwliile, whetlier by accident 
or design, Juan’s best friend Lazaro (Jorge 
Molina) seems to be taking out as many of tlie 
living as the dead. "Can'l you makeadistinciion 
between die good guys ami Hie bad guys?" 
CamUa asks liiiiL “In tills country," lie replies, 
ItH always lHH>n difriculr l<> do l luii." 

And so Cuba's linsi zombie dick gives a twist 
of nmi-soakH lime and sliiiffli'-stepped tango 
to die social satire of (ieorge A Romero’s 
Dawn of lhe Dead, wliile also observing die 
post-modem metacineraadc savvy of Edgar 
WYiglit’s Shan n of the Dmd. For wlien Btugues 
is not using die revenant deceased as a prism 
tlirougli whicli to affecdonately lampoon half 
acenhiry of Cuban liistory, he is eit lierpasdclung 
eveiytlring from die shark-on-zombie action 
of Lucio Fiilt'i’s Zoinbif Flesh Ealeis to die 
priest wiKi likes to 'kick ass for die Lord' in Peter 
Jackson's iJrco'ndeivf, or liaving his cliaraclers 


pose such daftly crucial genre questions as why, 
when it comes to die post-millennial living dead, 
“some are fast and some are slow." 

Tlie nimb pace Is sometimes .•umllarly 
uneven, but its blood ami laugiis are well- 
spread, and its Havana setting unique enougli 
to pick up niucli of tlie sUu'k. Anton Bitel 


ANTICIPATION. Zombii's in Cuba? 
Head for the lillls! 


ENJOYMENT. A big, brassy 
Caribbean culling of undead tropes 
and slacker gore. 


IN RETROSPECT. Riun zombie flick 
blends hit-and-miss liutkly comedy wUli 
slyly subversive poliiical commentaiy. 


3 

4 
3 


The Pact 

Detected by N'lcholas McCarthy 
StaidogCo'ity Lotz, Casper Van Dien, 
Haley Hudson 
Released June 8 



T he original 11-minute version of The Poet 
was a last-cliance saloon for Nicholas 
Mct.'arUiy, a struggling LA wriler/tllrecior wtio 
got liK-ky whenabigsliui accidemallycaugliihis 
short Aim at Hundance in 2011. Asketl whetlier 
lie liad a full-k'nglh script, McC'artliy .said 'yes' 
and spent a frenaitl six weeks giving credence 
to tills lie. Tlie result won studio approval and 
after a low-budget summer-lo-autumn shcxit, an 
extendcKl version of The Pact premieresJ at tills 
year’s feslhal 

nie operung is promising, witli a swiftly 
established premise suggesting dial die scares 
will probably aart ea'ly. l\vo sisters are drawn 
back to Uieir diildlioal Ixime by the deatli of dieir 
mcxlier. One ei Uieni dlsmpi>urs wliilc- lhe odier, 
Annie ((’ally Lotz), is left to make seaseof a malign 
force which conimunicara in ciasslc glinstly 
maniKT (bangi and cniTgy wlicxialies) but witli 
ixld loclmoavvy fluurisJH>s (it appi'ant to know 


how to navigate (kiogle Maps). Addidcxially, Annie 
is liaunied hy colour-drainiHl nigliUiiores tliat 
gradually reveal morealxiui a mysterious mom. 

So far, so mildly intriguing. Bui wliere tlie.siuiii 
It4l die room's myslerits lUiresolviHl, tlx* feature 
fills itsdme t^unjuckinglliemand. siib.sequeniJy. 
blundng tix'lr impact, limping tension is tlK’n 
IdlirdofTby the inlroducUcxi of irrelevant, roughly 
skelciied cliaraclers. IIc'Uo, Caspar Van ESeris 
pantomime cop: wliy not bungle around for 
a bit? EKtto miscellaneous blind meefium and her 
snarling [xotci'dve boyfriend 

lotz ^ves a credible performance as the 
heresne. an Independent, lisbedi Saiander-type 
biker, bu l«>r character Is expoFM-tl as underwritten 
wlien die narrative divides to andior die gliosi 
stoiy aid gemv-bending twist to tier family’s 
traumadc paa. Meanwliile, Mi<'ardiy'.s quiet 
ability a Jump scvgienting is steanirollcvl by 
a procession of pounding drunis, screetiling 


cellos and wi‘eping|uanos. 

Aggrc*ssiveaudio, like the flllerciiaracters. 
only serves to enliance die reallsadon tliat 
the ceiiiml premise Is in.sufntieni for die 
running time. Sadly for fans of faiiy-laie 
success stories, The Pari feels like exaclly 
wlial it is: interesting material warped to lit 
the wrong format. Sophie Monks Kaiifinmi 


ANTICIPATION. Didn't exaedy godown 
a storm when it played at Sundance. 


ENJOYMENT. A good idea figlits 
cuisuccessfully for its life. 


RETROSPECT. Hie idea of a room 
haunted iry unsjieakable tilings lia.s 
a potency liiai slicks in ilic mind. 


1 

2 

2 



Friends 
wiLh Kids 

Detected by Jennifer 'NestfeWt 

Srot ting Jennifer Westfeidt , Aidom Scott , 

Chris O'Dowd 

Reieased Jurre 29 



B oth an uncffldal sequel to Friends ii'ith 
Ben^ls and an onoffloial preooisor to the 
inevitable fortysometliing laiigli riot, Friettds 
wilh Moiigages, Jennifer Westfeldt's soiio, 
bolio. Iietero farce again ponders wlietlier it’s 
possible to sew your wild oats wlUle retaining 
die facade of a responsible, professional adult. 

Jason (Adoni Scull) is all aboul scoring hard 
and scoring oflen, bill while his downstaiis 
neighbour, Julie (Weslfeldt), Ls up for some 
ru>-5l rings lovin', slie's also desperate to become 
a mother. And so a pact is forged where lie will 
impregnate her, tliey wiii both rear tlie cliild, but 
there will be no romance to weigli tliem dowiL 
They wouldn’t want to end up like their Mends, 
all married with cMdren, and ali de^>erateiy 
unlappy. Because that's wliat happens wiien 
you fall in love. 

It^ hard to accepi dial two people so in 
toucli will) their emoiions wtxilii entertain 
a notion so riddled with obvious Haw.s, so wiien 


their friendsliip eventually begins to strain, 
it comes as no reai surprise. Plus, Westfeldt 
lias a strange, almost seedy concept of platonic 
friend^iips. It seems to be the point two 
people reach when l hey liave no qualms aboul 
dropping Ul-advised cracks about die elasdriiy 
of dioir vagina Into polite conversation. 

So It^ difncuh to muster tiv will to gel 
beldnd Uiese ftxils, and yet diere are stretches 
wliere Westfeldt's script glows, such as an 
expenJy executed dinner-table fracas, which 
manages to engage die entire ensemble. 
Elsewliere, it comes oS like a featureJengUi 
sitcom spinoff, replete with pantomime baddie 
(Jon Hamm as a wliisky.supping husband), 
yoimg strumpet (Megan Fox as Jason's interim 
belle) and comedy sidekiok (Chris O'Dowd, 
delivering an American accent that sounds like 
heb just had lus tonsils removed wiUi a pair 
of boll<-utlers). Krislen Wiig barely gels 
a look-in as llaiiun’s frazdnl missus. 


Tliete's a point near the end where you 
tliink dial Westfeldt is going Co round things off 
on a gutsy downer note. But then we dutifully 
seague into a nauseatlngly inane hutting' 
forgiving session before bodi cliaracters agree 
- in a surreal m>ii U> Eyes Wide Shut? - to 'fuck 
tlie sliii' out of one anotlu'r befon> die credits 
roll. Charming. David Jenkins 


ANT iCiPATiON . Tlie cast looks like they 
could pull Uiis one Uirough easily. 


ENJOTMENT. Tlie tactless performances 
and potty hiutiour devalue the serious 
questicais Westfeldt is asking. 


5 

2 


IN RETROSPECT. Maybe this is 
more thoiiglitful movie dian you 
give it cri'dii. for? 


initially J 


Kosmos 

Oitected by Reho Erdem 
Stalling Sermet 'fesil.TurWuTurQn, 

Setkon Keskin 
Released June iS 

K osmos (Sermel Yesil) is on ttie run. 

From whal, we don’t know. He appears 
to be a tlilef, running over an endless .snow- 
covered laniisi-upe, a wad of money stowed 
in his slioe. Wiien he miraculously saves 
a young boy from drowning In a river on the 
oulsldrls of a small, desolate outpost, the 
townsfolk welcome huu. Believing he's been 
sent from God, Uiey offer liini bed and board 
in exchange for menial work. 

Kosmos may liave special powers but 
heb a simple man. Animalistic in .some ways, 
lie believes tlie body and soul want the same 
tiling. He eats only sugar and speaks almost 
exeluavely in biblical verse. He lias no wont 
for material possessions but steals wiien 
lie needs money. 

His relalionsliip witJi llu- lown.sfolk .sotint 
over ibne as he shows no inli'ti'sl In working 
for Ills keep, moocliing free lea imil abandoning 



tlie rosiauranl he’s suppasixl to bo tending. IBs 
slock is liigliesi when he’s u-sefut (performing 
miracles), bui stmi Imeni inevitably clianges. 

EMreclor Relia Erdem. who Impressed wiUi 
his 2(X)(j Him, Times mtii Winds, keeps mailers 
purposely ambiguous in Kosmos. We learn 
no liislory about our enigmatic, CTirtsC-liko hero 
- we can't even lie sure Ills supernatural gifts 
arc wholly real. Music by moody post-rockers 
A Silver Mount Zion, and tlie non-diegelie 
sounds of bomb blasts, howling winds and 
police sirens add a sense of desolation and 
apocalypUe dread, but they feet too calculated 
and manipulative to seem real or moving. 

Inten'sting pliUosopliies, mostly lifted 
siraiglit out of die Bible, are mooted but never 
explored in a wider context. Erdem lessens 
their unpacl by diliiling luiil di.siracling from 
them wilh a (xniple of supertiiioiLS subplots (a 
military wife drug addict and a murder my slety). 


One gets the impression tliat Enlem was aiming 
at similar territory to Bela Tarr's Werdcmeisier 
llannonies, widi die simple-minded lead, stray 
dogs lighi ing aiul slow-moilon sliois of animals 
suffering In a slaughtertiouse. But tills is most 
cerlainly a pcxir relation. Sherwyn Spencer 


ANTICIPATION. Director Rolia Erdem 
delivered die miraculous Times and 
Winds, but tliete's been a long delay in 
the releasie of tills foQow-up. 


ENJOYMENT, ('typdc and slowly paced, 
often not in a gotal way. 


IN RETROSPECT. It’s an interesUng flint 
even If ll’s never clear wliat Erdem is 
geld ng at 


3 

2 
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Mia Hansen Love 


Thanks for 
the memories 

tnletview by David Jenkins 


M ia Hansen-Lovo's tliird feature 
fllni, Goodbye First Love, is named 
after an Incredible Sting Band lyric 
from Uie track 'First Giri I Inved'. 
Tlie reason for tliis is because site liad the song 
ona loop witileslie was writing Ute second draft 
of till- film. Even liiough the events lliat feature 
In Goodbye First Love are raw and personal, 
an intimate catalogue of Uie riltials tliat come 
from trying to emotionally detach youtseif 
from that all-important adolescent fiist love, 
'First Girl I Loved' could be the film's unofficial 
anthem: ‘Well I haven't seen you now since 
many is tl»e short year And the last time 1 seen 
you, you said you'd joined tlie Church of Jesus. 
But me, I rentember your long ted liair falling in 
our faces as I kissed you.' 

Tlie film is a lilting memoir of love lost, 
found and then lost once more. French actress 
Lola Cr^on is utterly convincing as Hansen- 
l:0ve's sad-eyed, sorl-of scrtv-n surrogate, 
Camille, widle her languorous love affair witli 
Sebastian Crzendowsky's reckless hipster, 
Sullivan, plays out on locations tltat are very 
close to the director's heart “I did not choose 
to film in tlie Ard^che because it was beautiful; 
1 chose these places because 1 love theta 
They are from my cliildliood. For me, tills film 
is very special. It's the only time I will film in 
my own places. Hie house tliat Camille says is 
the iHiuse of my dreams', the river, the cherry 
tree, die beach, every road and palh, everything 
is taken from a place tliat I know by heart and 
will know forever. For me. It’s very intense," 

Ii^ obvious that this inosi. melancholy of 
films ofTeis a naked chronicle of l-hmsen-Ldve's 
own formative experiences: tlie stones placed 


on a bearii towel to keep It from blowing away; 
die lengthy, pliilosopliically-inclined love letter^ 
die sense of cataclysmic dread as a first love 
inexorably dissolves into notliingneas. "People 
ask me wliedier I wanted to make a film about 
a first love. I made UiLs film because 1 needed to 
moke it," slie igau>s. “I neivietl to get rid of some 
filings Hat I neivled to express, to place a frame 
around cliaotic fndlngs. For me, fills film was 
a quest fur meaning, t tried to see if tliere was 
a meaning in my own life, to try and connect my 
adolescence witli my vocation as a filmmaker." 

It sounds like she's using filmmaking as 
a form d therapy, to work tlirougli her personal 
emodonal issues with a camera and actors. 
■Tes and no, "slie says, thoughtfully. “Filnmtaking 
is not like therapy where you get healed. It's 
more about k-aming to live witli things tliat are 
difficult to live with. Itk catliardc. It's about 
Ailing some voids. Cne sentence tliat 1 like very 
muHi, which I ofien liy to say to myself, Is die 
dtie ofabook by an lulist called Don Eldon wlio 
(Ued very young. He travelled all around die 
world and lie drew pictures in a diary. Tlio title 
of die book is The Journey is the Destination. 
When you write a film, you liave questions that 
you want answered. Big questions. You iiope 
that by making your films you will find answers. 
It's very disappointing when you make a film, 
because it's rare tliat you get diose answers. 
Bui the experience of making the film ^ves 
meaning to thosi* questions. So you get meaiung, 
but not from the place you exiiect." 

You get the sense from Hansen- Love's smtdl 
but perfectly formed clm'inaUc oeuvre dial 
slick a very pcrcepfive person witli a near- 
pliologiapliic recall for small detail. 'No! 1 liave 


Goodbye First Love (2U11) 
Father of My Children (21)01)) 
Mi is Forgiven (2007) 


memory for the details, but most filings go in one 
ear and out of die other. Films are the memory 
that I don't liave. Itk the big feelings and the 
small details - diete's nothing in the middle. 
I don't get stuck in my memories as I can't 
remember aiiytliing about the travels I made or 
lhep<‘op1e I met in my youfii. Ick terrible. Godard 
said, 'Making films is about creating memories 
of tilings that never liappened'. The scenes, the 
order, the way tilings happen ate not the same 
as reality. Cinema is not a roconstructioa" 

Hansen-Love appears to be locked in a 
constant and intense internal disrouise about 
the meaning of her films, but also the function 
of filmmaking in general. Biough she didnY 
always intend to become a writer and director. 
It came very naturally. “Originally, I just wrote 
poems. Bad ones. I was very untrappy widi wliat 
I was writing, ami I never found the riglii way 
to express my feelings. TIiLs was unUI the day 
my failier left my mofiier for aiviUier woman. 
Tliey hud beirn logether for '26 years, so it was 
a violent monienl. After fills event, I wrote 
my first short film and It was just one scene 
between a fatlier and two childiea It's not 
.sometlilng I really wanted to do. It just came 
tckally ^Kintaneously. I tliink this spontaneity 
was good. With flic poems, they were something 
I liad decided upon and it had become like 
torture. I wrote tliis film to escape from that 
Tlie origin of my vocation came from a phy^cal 
expetienct* and the eat liaitic .side of filmmaking. 
It lias to do will) the fact tliat it combines an and 
life. Itk very physical." 

Hus slie sUk'C reliimtvl to wriUng poeuy? 
"No. It oclually makes me upset just to Uiink 
^x>ut it." 




Goodb^e^FirsL Love 


Directed by MiQHQr\i«n-L#v* 

Starring Lola CiAton, Sebostiart UrzettdowsKy, Mogrte-H&vard BreWWe 
ReieosedMoyA 




gcd just 30, Mia Hanspn-Levo )ias now 
4 1 produced three remarkable feature films, 
especially nolable for tlieir maturity. 
For Iter second, 2009b Father of My Chiidren, 
site tackled tite life of a middle-aged man and 
die effect of liis deatit on ItLs family. Tlii.s time 
site teaches back furtlier, to tlie youtli of die 
original Frenoli fide (Iht yltnottr de Jetniesse) 
and die relaiion-sliip of II>year-<>l(l Camille 
(I/)la Crdlon} aivl her lioyfiiend, Sullivan 
(Sebastian I'tzendowsky). 

It is all-encompassing, a mystery to Camille's 
inoUier (Vatfrie llcsineton), wlio feels Iter 
daughter was liappier outside a relationship 
that seems to bring her nodiing but worry 
and misery. Ever ^ce lier 2007 debut, AO is 
Ftrrgii'en, Hansen-Lpveb films liave been set in 
a determinedly bourgeois world. But compared 
with the patriarchal presence of LouLs-Do de 
Lentt|uesaing in Iter second featun*. Camille’s 
fadier is a liazy, nebulous figure. 

The crux of Uie disagreement between 
Camille and her lioyfriend is lil.s determination 
to go to Sotilli Anteiica for 10 mondis 
to discover more of tlie world, and himself. 


Hiis inevitably implies die dissolution of their 
reJationdilp. Wlien Sullivan embarks on his 
travels, Camille struggles to find meaning in her 
life without liim. 

Itb tempting to read too mucli into the film's 
litlo. wliedier in Frencli or EngUsti, but Hansen- 
Lovc roams beyond tills seemingly callow 
roUuiunsIiip. Slie skips forward a few years, and 
iluii again, to reveal the devastating effect on 
Camille of lier first passion. I'nabie to connect, 
Camille gradually reassens liecself diroiigli her 
arcliilpcture studies. As wldi Father, Goodbye 
could be said to be a film of two lialves: die 
diiector pursues Camille's newfound inlere^ 
wiUi an ahnost eccentric fervour. 

The audience is immediately alert to die 
presence of her Norwegian professor, Lorenz 
(Mapie-HAvard Brekke), who draws Camille 
out of her sdielL Wldi her sliarp eyes, Cr^n is 
initially an animal-like presence, crawling over 
her lover. Site is shown in the nutle whh her 
young boyfriend but never witli the new, older 
puruier, a curious form of dlsciviion. 

Aclianceencounler wllli SuUlvanb moilwron 
the bus allows IIk* young couple Co mcA again. 


liis time when Lortttz headsoff to AraMa There 
are nods to die filmb Frenchness - a debate on 
cinema, and a strike diat disrupts Camilleb plans 
- but Goodbye is marked by its aiahenticity. 

The manner in wWch Hansen-Love portrays 
young relationsliips in a prt'cise milieu is 
remlnLsceni of Eric Rohmer. Tlien Uiere’s die 
influence' of her menUtr and partner, (Mlvier 
Assayas. As a oni'-dtne film critic and aeiress, 
site Is riglii. al I lie tiead of a new wave of oilier 
(notably female) Frencli til^e^^wre. including 
Kalell Qullltlvelr^ [Love Like Poison} and 
Rebecca Zlotowski (Belle ^pfne). OmerAli 


ANTtCtPMtON. Oneofifrencheinemab 
most important yexing talents. 


ENJOYMENT. An honest, universal 
Iiortrayal of early infatuation. 


IN RETROSPECT. Haasen-lpve may 
liave now purgt'd a ih'iIcxI of her life - 
wliere will she go next? 


^045 



Death Watch (1980) 

Directed by Bertrand Tavernier 
StorringRomY Schrreider, Harvey Keitel, 
Harry Dean Stanton 
Released JuneT 



T his fascinating and flawed flftli feature from 
Bertrand Tavernier combines 'SOs class-war 
potltks and media exploitation with an 
homage to sucli kitchen sink sci-fl as Godard's 
,4ipAtiiv71cand'nTifraut’sfl2AmiAci7 Set In 
a semi-dilapitlated Glasgow of die future, well- 
to-do aulitor Kadterine Mortenlioe (die always- 
sclntUlailng Roiny Schneider) is selected as 
a i>acsy by an i‘ihically unsr-riipulous'l'V network 
to star in their hit reality series, DcaUi Walrh. 

in tikis pniposed future, all diseases 
liave been cured and so tlie (jiredomlnantly 
bourgeois) viewing public have Ix-come 
numbed to the experience of watciiing someone 
die. Witik a video camera surgicaliy implanted 
into his left eye, ace invesdgadve reporter 
Roddy (Harvey Keitel) wheedles Ikis way into 
Katherine^ life after slie’s been diagnosed with 
sonke spurious. life-tlkreatening Ulnoss and, 
at Uh‘ wont of Ids sleazy paymaster, Vincent 
(Hany Di‘an Stanton), keeps die camera rolling. 


Tliou^k Roddy is initially presented as 
icy and impenetrable, it’s not long before 
he’s cooing over Kadierine and regretting Ikis 
part in die wiiole sorry endeavour (in turn 
revealing a glaring conceptual defect regartfing 
like nu>chanics of die camera im|)lant). Tike 
sci'nes with Keitel and Schiieitier art‘ raw and 
InUmate deiqjite die fact duit, draniaUcaliy 
speaking, die jiair s<-em like mi ill -fllUng screen 
couple. Stanton is lefl. as a cynical moutliplece 
for like enrporadon wliicli justlfles its actions 
by pointing to tlie sky-lilgh ratings and saying 
tikal lliey're simply serving die appcdles 
of a bloodtliirsty populous. 

Wtkile it’s easy to draw parallels between 
Death Walch and die largdy execrable deluge 
of really TV diat fugs ig> our dials, tikis 
presents a more flagrantly voyeuristic take 
on like plienomenon. Tavernier and writer David 
Rayflel (adapting DG Complon's 1973 novel 77ic 
f 'jislecpiiiff ir^e)are interested in die willingness 


of cultural elites to abuse and disavow die 
taboo of dead! for their own ill-gotten gains. 
It’s a metaphor dial Tbvernier clevetiy stretches 
tobodi die pdice and government as die ^ubby 
Gla^ow he depicts is rife widi fear, crime, 
poverty and death David Jenkins 


ANTICIPMION. A bizarre '8()s sci-fl 
satire from Bertrand TSvemier with 
Romy Schneider and Harvey Keitel 
Lunatic cnougli for ya? 


3 


ENJOTMENT. Romy Sclmeider 
posidvely sizzles wliile die atmosphere 
remains suitably elillly. 


IH RETROSPECT. A worthy rediscovery 
witli die plkllosoplklcal chops to match its 
sweeping genre ambitions. 


4 
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Free Men 

Directed by Ismael FerrouKhl 
Stoning Tahar Rahim, Mlchoel Lonsdale, 
Mahmud Shaloby 
Released Moy 25 



A nnotating your film’s opening frame with 
'inspired by true events' lias become 
a lazy habit of screenwriters and directors, 
setting alarm beli.s ringing like a red top liack's 
citation of 'a source’ in ilie gleeful debugging 
of some allegedly over-sexed frxil.lialler. Wldi 
Five Men. director Ismael Ferrouklil and 
co-writer Alain-Micliel Blanc sliow they’re 
not lacking in the imagination department, 
but their smud^ng of lilstorical fact seriously 
undermines their film’s dramadc credentials. 

After being cauglit trousers-down by tlie 
Gestapo, young A^erian immigrant Youncs 
(Tahar Ralkim) is direatened with deportation 
unless he can infiltrate a Parisian mosque 
dial’s been blacklisted asa Rt'sisrance liotspot. 
Inside Hie walls of tills majestic sanctum, 
Younes uncovers a fully-fle<lged Islamic 
liberation oiilfil inconspicuously fronted by 
a sagacious senior recl.or (MU-liael Lonsdale). 
But he proves to be a lousy informant anil is 


cut loose by die investigating Nazi officer (and 
inexplicably lefl, to walk free), allowing him 
to ally Ikim-seir widi diis Muslim broUierliood. 

In an echo of his oiii standing breakthiDugli 
l«Tfnrmance in Jacques Audiurtl'.s A Pivpliel. 
Ralkim makes tlie sharp transition from 
Uliieraie pawn to quick-witted kniglit with 
confidence and poise. Not so convincing are 
ikis clkaracter’s motives. Tliougli Ills faintly 
homoerolic acquaintance with a persecuted 
Jewisli singer (Mahmud Slialaby) accounts for 
his initial commitment to die freedom fighters, 
it’s never clear to wliat extent Younes actually 
befieves in dieir cause. 

Ferrouklki’s intention is to set the record 
straiglit over die long-dehaled sheltering 
of Nortlk African Jews during World War II 
by Muslim insurgents. But with few surviving 
wiuiess(‘s and Hide in die way of liandwriiten 
aceounis to go by, die director resorts 
to flesliingliis film out wiUi distracting dramatic 


pivots and a dead-end romantic subplot 
involving an underused Lubna Azabai. Fi'ee 
Men is well-aeted and entirely watclkable, but 
lia.s to go down as a radierflim.sy inlerprelatiun 
of one of Hie lesser-known subcliapiers 
in Frencii lilstory. Adam Woodward 


ANTICIPATION. All eyes on 
A Prophet's 'Riiiar Raliim in diis 
Resistance^ra drama. 


ENJOYMENT. Passionate If 
iasubstandal period piece. Raliim 
is tike real deal, tliough 


3 

3 


IN RETROSPECT. We weren’t expecting 
The Soirou' and the Pity, but stronger 
eiiipliasis on liLsl.orical trudi would slkore 
up tills admirable revIsioiiLsI fable. 


3 
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2 Days in New York 

Directed by Jul\e Detpy 
Storting Chri« Rock, Doniei Rruhi, iuiie Oeipy 
Released May 16 


H opping from one rliic capital city to 
anoUicr, director Julio Dclpy foQows 
her 2007 comedy 2 Days in Paris with 
a frantic, intermittently amusiitg sequel. Having 
split with Jack. Iier partner from the first film, 
artist Marion (Delpy) now lives in New York 
with her son Lulu. Itipstor DJ boyfriend Mingus 
(C'tuis Rock), and Ills daugliter from a previous 
relationsli^j. TlK>ujS> work commitments 
obscrtk-t tite pair^ sex life, tliey are liappy - 
if lU-prepared ft>r liie visit of Miirion's t'ccentrk- 
Ftench family. 

As soon as they arrive, Uie flixxlgutes 
open for a cavalcade of excrutiating Afccf the 
Parcnts-sty\e atuatlons. Cultural stereotypes 
abound, including unrestrained sexually 
(Marion’s aster, Rose, played by Alexia 
Landeau); poor, garlic-infiucnced persona! 
hygiene (her fatiier, played with sybaritic relish 
by Delpy's realJife p^a, Albert); and generally 
louclie. ant^onistic beltaviour in tlie form 
of Manu (Alexandre Nalton), Marion's tlissolute 
ex, wlio seems to conflate liis own addiction 
to weed with hackneyeti notions of 'biackneas' 
much to die i.iiagrin of Mingus. 

Mingus anti Marioi make for an intriguing 
pair, anti die drama liinges on Uiis renCrai 


coupled ability to maintain liieir relationsliip and 
professional lives in the face of sucli a blizzard 
d disruptive activity. Sadly diougli, a iiandfui 
irfkeenly observed scenesfincludinga discussion 
between Mingus’ parents and Marion’s sister 
that unexpectedly turns to political rap pioneers 
Hie ta«ii Poets) are outweighed by a surfeit 
of madeap stH-pioccs, which accelerate quickly 
to a point of slirill climax. Amid die .strained 
frin-e, diere’s barely time for the key ctmracters 
to develop tr address die sternitypes and 
ciilluni] misimdeistandlngs dial iirLse. 

2 Days hi Neiv Pout's liiggest problem is 
dial for a comedy, it simply isn't funny. Many 
of die setups are telegrapiied and wouldn't 
pass muster on a mid-ranking TV sitcom. Tlie 
language-barrier Jokes swifdy pall and, worst 
of all. there's a groan-inducing subplot about 
a fake brain tmtiour, which stretches both 
credibility and patience. 

Mingus, impressively essayed by Rock, 
is die film’s most interesting cliaracter. He 
seems to be die very embodiment of Time 
journo Tours’s fonnulaUon of the idea of 'post- 
Btackness'. A Burack Obama frinaUc, he's 
introverted, obsessed by his music uiul art, 
and cliaracteristically functions as a .subde 


coiinterpKilnt to die raUier lieavy lianded 
artistic self-analysis of Marion, who literally 
sells her soul to tlie liigliest bidder as part of 
a confessional art project 

Despite its flaws, 2 Days in Sric York 
is a good-natured, fiercely conlempcraiy 
affair in wliich Delpy lias captured a visually 
vibrant colourful cityscape, it worte best in its 
refri-idiingly frank portrayal of a liberal modem 
family in all Its complexity. How often do we 
see conienl. mixe<l-race families In mainstream 
entertainment? Furiiiennore, It effectively 
communicates iIk‘ universal, lieigluened anxiety 
inliereni in dial, dreaded visit from tlie in-laws. 
For tlat, it deserves credit Ashley Clark 


AHTICIPAHON. A sequel to look 
forward to. 


ENJOYMENT. Strained, and not as fiinny 
as it ‘dioiild be, 


IN RETROSPECT. RefleeUon reveals 
contemporary sensibility. 


4 

2 
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Even the Rain 

Direcied by \cior BoUaln 

Staging Goet Garcia bernal, Luis Tosor, 

KorraEtejaide 

Reieosed Moy 


I ciar BoUains E^ven the Rain is sot against 
a backdrop of tho 'Watoc War' tiiat took 
piaco in Bolivia in 2000. It draws parallels 
between tli^ event and tlie colonisation efforts 
of C'luistopiter Columbus several hundred years 
prior to it. Wliile morally wortliy, liowover, tho 
Aim fails to ini ellect ual ly or emotionally engage. 

hllin director Hebaslidn (Gael Garcia 
Bernal) is making a movie about Cttlumbtis' 
travels. Hie idea is to present Uie colonisation 
from a different angle. Hie American crew 
are sliooling in Cocliabamba, Bolivia, for its 
geugrapliical and photograpliic virtues, but also 
for the inexpensiveness of its labour in tlie form 
of extras. 

As die crew rolls into town, the locals of the 
area, and by extension the people tliat they're 
casting as actors and extras, are flghting for 
their riglil to tnainlain cheap access to water 



as a multinational corporation exercises control 
over its supply, cliarging extortionate prices 
for a resource as simple and vital to life as air. 

Filmmaking being wliat it is, it takes a 
sinfde-minded direi-tor to try and get die 
film made, a light-ass producer (Luis Tosar) 
to easure the Him comes In on budget, and 
a token altxihollc actor to play Columbus 
(Karra Blejalde). But what Is more important, 
making a film or having access to water? 

Wliile Bollain and writer Paul Uiver^ do 
try to add a level of complexity to proceedings 
- an assliole producer has a change of heart 
when tensions between tlie vlilagets and the 
audiorities escalate - tlie cliaracters remain 
one-dimensional at best. As with his many 
collaborations with Ken Loach, Laverty’s 
socially-conscious writing style appears 
to be die beginning point for the drama. 


ratlier tlian a story tliat reflects these issues. 
Wliat's left is someUiing to admire from 
a humanist standpoint, but to forget as art 
or entertaimnent. Sherwyn Spencer 


ANIiCiPAHON. llualand and wife team 
Iciar Bollain lutd Paul Laverty liave mode / 
amovie. Hmm... 


ENJOfMENT. A liantlwringir* 
treatise on iUmmaking and Third World 
exploitation. And not a particularly 
engaging one. 


2 


iN RETROSPECT. Never really excels 
in any given area, and re-watch factor 


1 


She Monkeys 

DitecTed by Ltso Aschon 
Stoning Moth'iida Parode'iser, Linda Moiin, 
Uabeilo Lindquist 
Released May iB 


I t's tempting to compare tlda, a tense, startling, 
subtly Sa^^iliic psyclxidrama basixl attxind the 
ffemamics of a fiercely competitive female ^it, 
witli 2010b ISork Sietoi. Tlie centrepiece here, 
ratlier Uan ballet. Is e(|iH-strian vaulting, wiBcIi 
InvoK'ra performing complex acrobeck’ feats 
(XI horseback. As wllJi liallt'l, Ux're's a lerei<xi 
between Uie outward grace of rite perfomuuice 
md the phyacal struggle it conceals. 

Ilb this struggle for composure tliat defines 
the relationdiip between new girl Eknma 
(Mathilda Paradeiser) and Uie more experienced 
Cassandra (Linda Molin). From tlie start, each 
remaiiK unaffected by tlie other - both feel 
tiirealened. unsettled, attracted - but tliere's 
little phy»cal or verbal display on ♦•ittier side. 
Far from a straiglitforward will tliey/wont they 
dynamk'. Uieirs Is part-love story, pait-|X)wer 
struggle, pariiisycliological warfare. 

Meanwhile, away from iJie vaulting ring. 
Emma's younger sister fiara (Isabilla Lindquist) 



begins to confront Iter own sexuality after 
an incident at the kx-al swimming ptxil clianges 
her per^iecUve. It’s this storyline tiiat comes 
closest to earning the taboo-breaking label 
wiUi wliich Uie film’s Ikhmi saddliHl, but it also 
feels deliberately poised to unnerve, larking 
the mnipulsive, airk'ss quality of Emma and 
Cassandra’s developing atracimient. 

She Mottkeys marks a debut for just 
about everyone involved. Director lisa 
Asclian’s most notable experience prior was 
as assistant director on two episodes of The 
Killing, while botli Paradeiser and Molin are 
entirely new to tlie screen. The clarity and 
subtlety of both performances impresses, 
while Asehan uttd co-scripter Josefine 
Adolfsson skilfully establish on emerging 
undercurrent of danger, and even violence, 
in the girls’ reliilionsltlp. Wluit’s genuinely 
labno breaking here Is tlie Idea of femininily 
as a weapon, emerging most notably in one 


disquieting scene between Emma. Cassandra 
and an unwary male love interest. 

Tlie comparison to Black Suvii is asefiil 
only as counterpoint - every dial Uiat Anmofsky 
crankiHl right up to 11, Asctian Hints oil tlie way 
down, creating an atmosphere of unbearable, 
quietlension. Emma Dibdin 


ANTICIPATION. Strong buzz, bur 
a cast and crew tliis untested could 
go e idler way. 


3 


ENJOYMENT. Asolian balances 
understated hues witli emotional 
violence lo niesmerLsing effect. 


IN RETROSPECT. A deftly measured, 
deeply unseiiling portrait of a fxiwer 
struggle. 


4 


4 



Ben Rivers 

Fringe benefits 


Fitmogrophv 

Ben Rivers 

Two Yeors at Seo (2U11) 


AAW M aicp me a star," were tlie words 
spoken by Jake WQliams 
laal wlien tbe artist/dinH'tor Ben 
I W I Rivers asked if he could make 
a movie about lus life. Jake lives alone in tlie 
Viilds of Scotland, subsisting largely off the 
surrounding land and eking out an existence 
by saiva^g (rucks and cars and scavenging 
from his immcxliaU’ environs. Rivers tiad met 
Jake before, as lie was tlie sutdect of hLs 2006 
short, This is My fiand.Eventliough This is My 
Lnnd runs at 14 minutes and his im'W Him. Tim 
Kois III Sea. runs at 8&, you could see tlie latter 
asa sublime distillation of tlie former, extracting 
its obsorvaliona] t(»ie, verlU^ camerawork and 
(land-processed, 16inm monoclirome stock and 
creating a fantasy, quasi-abstract vision of what 
it means to live in Uissful solitude. Tliis is how 
Rivers pitched liis film to Williartis: 'I explained 
to him (hat I was iikerested in making Qlms that 
would never be diown on TV." 

Rh’eis lias been making fUras since 20(B, 
his first being The Old Dark House in which 
he ptiotograplHxl tlie rooms of an abandoned, 
bumt-oui liouse to demonstrate bis interest 
In tlie visual on! emollonul idea of dts'ay. 
In 2008‘s Ah, Liberly!, feral children in dnikl 
masks dance and liglil on trash piles, a utopian 
expression of freedom in a world reduced 
to rubble. Sack Banviv (2011) clironicles tlie 
final days of a family electrolysis concern, 
juxtaposing the amusingly lackadaisical 
comportment d the employees witli large 
clumps of industrial mould. 

"Witli This is My Uiud and Tico Years at 
Sea, 1 was qiedfically searcliing for tomeone 
who lived in the wUdmiess," notes Rivers. "1 liad 
an idea that people like Uial existed, but obviously 
tliey don't advertise tiiemselves. Witli Jake it was 
a fliemfof-a-fiiend lie said lie was Ills cksest 
nelglibour, but he acluiilly lived 10 miles away. 
Hosi^gested tliall ffii and visit I ended up making 


This is My Laiul. As witli Tfeo Tears al Sea, this 
was made witli a couple of visits, initially in early 
summer and tJien in late winter to get tlie seasonal 
diange. luckily lie liked This is My Land 
so I stayed in toucli. He also attars in another 
film called I Know Wheie I'm Ctn'jig, which 
isakind efroad movie around Britain." 

Ori^nally, Rivers wanted to find three 
people In different places and try to Interweave 
tlieir stories. Yet lie kept feeling tliat lie wasn't 
flnislied with Jake. ‘It also felt like it was agood 
idea because we already liad tills relationsliip," 
lie says. 'Ilels completely at ease witli Uie 
camera. I lldnk lie^ a really good actor." 

ll must be staled at tills point tliat, despite 
its appearance, TIco J^rs at Sea is not 
a documentary. Tlie situations are sot up. 
ifiiected, repeated, and Jake - to a certain degree 
- performs for tlie camera. 'Jake was paid as an 
actor. Tliis film is fiction. It's an exaggeration 
d someone's life. Jake and I agreed on tiss. 
If peojde believe every minute of it, then that's 
totally fine. Some people have told mo tliat tliey 
fe«4 Uki' Uiey've been diwivHl, especially wlion 
tliey see Jake al festival screenings. I think it's 
land of great that there an> ptsipk* out Uiere 
wlio Uiink tliat documentaries are by (lioir veiy 
lelure pure Cad." 

Hveismade tlie decision early on tliat he ddn'l 
want to giie out too mudi precise biographical 
information on Jake. Tliere areno directional inter 
titles, no other human cliaracters and, bara sin^e 
irstance of Jake Iiap^ily muttering to himself 
tgxm ftiding a Iiaul of expired cougli medkine, 
no dialo^ie. Yet, tliere are subtle clues for those 
wanting to learn about Jakeb life prior to his sdf- 
imposod eale. Pliofngraph.s appear like clugiier 
iieadiigs featuring women, children and even 
Jake as a yoisiger man. But, tic heartbrealdiig 
suggestion of a family abiuidoned or periaiis 
ksl sliJI remains »p<Hi - could those propk- be 
diaracters in Jakeb scavenged memoiy archive? 


"Wliat 1 was interested in, especially with 
the photos, was giving clues as to his previous 
existence," says Rivers. 'Photographs are 
inherently melancholic because it's nostalgia, 
it's about the past and what has been. 
I don't even know wliat all those photos 
are. Tliey’re all little stories. Audiences are 
sometimes frustrated as I'm purposely asking 
them to fill in lots of gaps. I make the kind of 
films 1 like tu watch. 1 get tircsl of flbiLS telling 
me tilings." 

Rivers is also Inlerested In (lie interplay 
between reality and ficl.ion. He tikes Snunakirs 
who toy with tills notion. 'I like Jean Roucli. 
He's all about tlie acknowledgement of Uir 
apparatus of filmmaking and how dial mi^it 
affect the reality of a situation. With someone 
like FYed Wiseman, who's trying to get as close 
to objectivity as possible, I just think you can't 
do it. As soon as you set up a eamera and you 
diose to point it in a specific dlFecdon you're 
already making editorial decisions." 

Tim Years at Sea is a deceptively ample 
movie, one which, on reflection. I'an be read 
in a number of different and often conflicting 
ways. Jake could be seen as an emblem 
of suslulnable UvLng luul tlie Aim could be 
lield up as some kind of eccentric eco-parable. 
"Wlien I make a film, I steeraway from ideology. 
I'm not interested in making films tiiat espouse 
one way of life above anotlier. 1 want openness, 
litereb a politick to making films independently 
and about people who live alone in a forest, but 
I donY tliink tills is propaganda. Tm not sure 
I like the use of the term 'primitive' to describe 
my work or subjects. Tliere is a simplicity 
of life away fFom urban culture, but in Ihe same 
breath it could just be being sensible. I oflen RhO 
about my films tliat tliey could be taking place 
in (lie distant future or the distant past. I riTkon 
I could argue tJial Tivo Tears al Sea is actually 
a sri-fl movie." 




Two Years al Sea 


O'nected by Ben Rivers 
Stoning JoReWiiVioms 
Re\easedMoy4 


lirn awardcKl Uu‘ main jiity prize at llio 
CPU; DoxlCopenliagenDociimonlary 
nim Festival), Ben Rnere' Bisl 
feature. T^co Fears al Sea, was ritod for its 
'convincing depiction of the euphoric feeling 
of being intniersed in an elemental 
environment.' It’s a succinct sununadon 
of witat it's like to watcli litis portrait of a man 
living in cheerful hermitage. 

Rivers ftefers for viewers to llnil out wliai 
titey've been waicliing after the screening, and 
it doesn't matter much going in if you know dull 
lltesole human figun- Ls.lake Williams, who lives 
deep in a forest near Aberdeensliire, Scotland. 
Five years ago, WUllains was die subject 
of ravers' sltort. This is My Land, offering bird- 
feeding tips wltllo bouncing around liis propt'rty 
and radiating goodwill before sending viewers 
off with. "Cheerio then, all tlte best" 

In TtLX} I^rs at Sea, WUliants is 
cooperatively mute, heard only in occasional 
indecipherable mumbling. Ills living )^>ace 
is dislincfive Rivers terrain: he miglit be living 
in Tarkovsky’s ‘Zone’ from Stalker, inhabiting 
a natural landsoa]>e wliere any manmade objects 
are so decayed liial liie inorganic becomes 
a pan of llie scenery. This Is tlu‘ environmenl 
of 2008's Ah, Liberty!, where a rusting bathtub 


outside overflows with water in a similarly 
decaying rural retreat, or 20Ii's Sack Banmv, 
in wliich an electroplate lactory in its last days 
has tubs coveted witii itiineral accretions closer 
to o^anic, canccrous-Iooking growths than 
mere industrial byproducts. 

All tire sounds heard in Tleo Yean al Sea 
are only wliat Williaras wants to expose hintself 
to, aside from some iinscvn grazing sheep heard 
over a hill. Going to woric wiiilc live camp’s 
loiKl^teakersblasi sitar mu-slc. lie's a junk-happy 
agrarian, living smiii-off-liie-ianii. Rivers' work 
has been compariHl tiy writer Mlcliael Bicinski 
to British dix-umenlary stalwart Ilumplirey 
Jennings, and Uiere's a nevor-too-co^ sense 
of Williams as a pragmatic eccentric preserving 
a self-consciously marginal existence witli deep 
cultural roots. 

The first image of Ah, Liberty! isn’t even 
a yiot, but instead glaring wliite header film 
with tile occasional speck and tlie faint sound 
of a projector. TTiere's .similar sport to be Itad 
in Tico Fcors at Se<i wiien trying to deu^rmine 
what's tiie result of deliherato processing and 
wiiat’s actually rain/snow/elemental 

'Smoke Gels in your Eyes' is lieard playing 
on Uh' factory flmir in Sack Dajroir'a final 
minules, and It could servo as Rivets' motto. Day 



or nlglii, smoke always provides an oppon unity 
for textural contrast; the black cal seen in This 
is My Land returns to sit quietly liere, wauiiing 
steam rise as Its ears occasionally twitch. 
In Rivers’ liand-ptocesscd Ifimm, li^itiung 
and tlmnder is predicted by the film's sudden 
whitening, apre-stormceOuloid crackle. 

This is My Land is a double-edged title: tills 
space is both WUliants' property and cultural 
comUuialion. Ttm F«i»» al Sea sliowcas*>s 
a private, unseen-excepi-for-just-Uiis-iince 
lifestyle liial nonetheless lia.s a poh'iiiical 
polnl. Tlie citizens of Ah, Libeily! arc driven 
In lJieiroul|K)st by poverty: Williams is a pioneer 
of voluntarily getting itiere QrsL Vadim Rizov 


ANTICIPATION . An exciting British 
artistlilnutiaker delivers liis first feature 
and it arrives with festival garlands 
a-plenly. ' 

ENJOTMENT. A remarkably lyrical and 
ideologicaUy coiieslvt' doc-fletion hybrid. 



IN RETROSPECT. Rivers' next longfonii 
effort can't arrive soon enotigli. 


0 
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The Angels Share 

O'lTscted by K«n Loach 

StairtngPoul Bronni9an, John Henshow, Ro^cr M\om 
Re\eased June^ 


T he economy is in meitdown, 
unemployment is rising, pubiic sector 
cuts are executed without iticrcy - 
give the PH a peari necklace and it's 
Thatcher's Britain all over again. So wliere's 
die nation's foremost firebrand and social 
realist when you need him? Making cosy heist 
RInts, apparently. 

Fallier-li>be Rtdibie (Paul Brannigan) is a 
regular in Gla.sgow'$ cr'uninul couri.s. Wlien he's 
sentenced to community service for die latest 
offence. Ite^ assigni'd to a group IimI by Many 
(Jolm Mensliaw), a generous soul wldi a passion 
for fine whisky. Harry takes Robbie and die rest 
oftheself-described'NEDS'onanimofflcial day 
trip to a distillery, wliere lie hopes to expand 
dieir cultural horizons. Tliey decide instead to 
stage a robbery, tlie proceeds of wliich Robbie 
will use to provide for ids young family. 

Paul Brannigan was plucked from the world 
which die film describ«>s - and has the scars to 
prove it - so Uierek no doubdng liis audient icity. 
Tlie jiroblem 1$ lie^ so audienlically liard- 
faced, he laclcs die expresslveni>ss n<‘ces.saiy 
to win an audience over. A deiailt'd Hasliback 
Co a parilcularly thuggish crime doesn't tielp 


Cliis likeability issue - Robbie may bo Che one 
underdog in tlie liistory of cinema you won't 
find yourself rooting for. 

If TTip Angels' Skaiv was a film wlach 
sleadfasUy resisted sendment, Chat wouldn't 
matter mudi, but as its whimsical dde iiinls. 
Loach is hojsng to sprinkle some of the .same 
C'apra-esque fairy dusi diat made liLs 2009 film. 
i>>o*'/«9/or£'ric,suclian unexiKTtedJoy. Paul 
Laverty’s scripl ciil.s a lol, of comers ui deliver 
our hero from die dejilhs of hopetessnoss 
to a happy ending. Kindly rcladvi's are on 
liand with luxurious rent-dee accommodation, 
corrupdble wiiisky connoisseurs turn up at just 
the cpportune moment, and tlie police are all 
conveniently dense. 

Without the finesse of a Hollywood heist 
to smooth them over, liowevet, diese wrinkles 
in credibility remain irritatingly obvious. You 
don't expect acrobaUcs over infra-red securi^ 
beams in a Loach film, but some display of 
dexterity in the robbery itself would liave been 
both entenaining and logical. In.stoad, Loach 
has woslied his six-inl reulisi credibility down 
the plugliole and failed to comiiensaic wiUi 
citaim. leaiing only the sediment - petty crime. 


grey skies and grubby council flats - like a ring 
of grime round the baUitub. 

A bigger disappointment is the misfired 
humour. As fans know, tlie director's best work 
is marked by diose natural comic moments 
that arise from liis Improvlsational methods 
- die football pitch scene in tlie building 
-Site banter in Riff Raff. Here the jokes seem 
slale, over-reliant on Im Bmund kills, and often 
at the expense of Uie .some Scouisli working 
classes iJiey're suppisiHi to be giving a voice 
to. Ail of wlik'li makes for a rather poor 
homage to tlie Whisky Galore! spirit of genial 
subvoraon. Ellen E Jones 


ANTICIPAHON. Whisky Oatom' meets 
Oceojis fi? Should be a giggle. 


ENJOYMENT. Mildly diverting, but 
undeniably disappointing. 


m RETROSPECT. The Ume is ripe for 
a great Ken Loach Him. If only Loach 

was up for nuking one. 


4 

2 
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The Fairy 

DireciedbYDomln\qu« Abet, 

Ttono Gordon, Bruno Romy 
Svo<"''gOommt<\ue Abet, Fiona Gordon, 
Bruno Romy 
Reteased Jurre 29 

S ay wli^you will about tlic daft Krancopitonp 
comedies of Dominique Abel, Fiona Gordon 
and Bruno Roiny, you've got to credit them 
for putting their collective heart and soul into 
a cinentatlc project diat is so unreservedly, 
worldbeatlngly iinfasliionable, TliLs follow-up 
to anOB’s sweet/sligin Rumba sees Ute trio 
cireerftilly lienling togellier tlic same cavalcade 
of mirthful lnliuenc(>s - Jactiut^s 'ftiti and Baster 
Keaton via Georges Mt^li^s, Jac(|ues Demy. Mr 
Bean. Benny HUI and dayglo, quasl-subveisive 
children's television - to prtxluce a set plece- 
drh’en romantic comedy tliat becomes more 
titan a mere mulch of earnest naniechecldng. 

Abel {days Dom, a weedy niglit cleilt for 
a hotel in Le Havre wlx> teceK'es a strange 
visil from an apparently insane drifter named 
Fiona (Gordon) who introtluces herself as a 



fairy. After site saves liis life, Dom falls in love 
with Fiona and she grants him three wishes. 
Foilowing a wild night of sidnny-dipping (and 
the actors' wiry frames give extra credence 
to the term) and an eccentric undersea courtsliip 
dance, site Ls thrown into an asylum before he 
can Iiave Itls third and (Inal wish granted. 

Hie nartalive is delightfully unhinged to 
the iKtini ihal il iierliupa liu.s a few too many 
diversioas and l.ribularles for Its own good. Hie 
siglu of Abel and Gordon knotting Uteir elastic 
frames togetJier in a variety of innovalh e poses 
is a joy you only wish they wete os inventive 
and flexible as storytellers. Hieir sense 
of romance is infecdous, and a simple set-up 
such as Fiona using a itiirror to reflect sunli^t 
to cadi Dorn's attention wliile he tends to his 
rooftop garden, is executed with admirable 


deftness. Yet if it's tile sole function of a comedy 
to make die audience chuckle, then you'd 
be inclined to chalk The Fairy up as scmietliing 
ofacbarmingfailiue. David Jenkins 


ANT w:\PAT\ON. MorecR-ative. 
conceptual clowning from Abel, 
Gonlon and Romy. 


ENJOYMENT. Ail over llie place, 
but someliow it retains a .sweet lonal 
coliesiveness. 


IN RETROSPECT. Never brilliart in any 
single aspect, but you'd ha^^iiy join them 
for another madcap adventure. 


3 

3 
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Mit&uko Delivers 

Ditected by YCiya IshVi 

Slatting H'tkari M'llsush'ima, AoiNokamuro, 
Ryo tsbiboshi 
Released 4 May 



T he main problem widi Mitsuko Delivers, 
Yuya Isliii's latest comedy-drama, cut from 
the same cloth as 2010's Saivako Decides, 
is Uiat the eponymous heroine is so thoroughly 
unlikeable. Heaiily pM'gnant and living alone in 
Tbkyo, 2-1-year-old Mitsuko (RiLsa Naka) does 
iier best to rejuvenate a struggling community, 
help a sliurt-order cook in both liusiness ami 
romance, and. evenlually, lind lier place in die 
world. But die's IxKirisli, bossy and immature. 

FYum licr iBisuccessful attempts at making 
friends with a new neiglibour - by barging 
into her luuse and offering salty liomeniade 
pickles, of course - to being rebuked by a pair 
d nervous removal men, it’s liard to fee! any 
sympathy toward a cbaracter who is so pushy 
and socially inept. Even tliougli she means well, 
Mitsuko lacks tlie wtiimsicat cliami of, say. 
Audrey Tkutou’s Amelie (anoilier .single iady 
who chKiicates liersclf to liclping otliers). and 
It's no real suiprisc dial site’s aloni\ estranged 
from her bdiyV faliier and tleceivlng tier doling 
parents, wlio iJiinkslie lives in California. 

Mitsuko does Iiave a spiritual side - a 


deep-felt belief dial in times of stress, one sltould 
lake a nap undl die wind ‘blows your way' and 
something better comes along. Onesuch repose 

penniless, slie arrives at die run-down tenement 
where slie livi'd briefly as a ciiild, 

Itk lien* dial, we discover die source of 
lier liRLsIi nature - die no-nomseiLse landlady 
(Miyoko Inagawa), now inflnii. who first 
lauglil Mitsuko die nodon of living an iki 
or 'cixjr life, wliich becomes a recurring theme 
williin tile filni. Herein lies anotlier problem: 
iki is a Japanese aestliedc ideal of reflnemenl, 
simplicity and spontaneity, something akin 
to 'ciiic' in English. To translate it as merely 
‘cool’ (complete with quoladon marks) feels 
forced and anydiing liut iki, parliculariy when 
tlie performances are so exaggerated. 

Tliis fei'Ung of being lost in Irandailon 
continues widi Lsliii's approoiii to 
niuliiculturalism. Having lived in die US, 
Milsuko peppi'is her s|H'ecli widi Englisli 
phrasi-s- jiossibly to reflt-cl tier can-do aidlude 
- and yet slie crudely describes her former 


boyfriend as 'American. Or... African, fm not 
sure but he was kinila big and really black.” 

Hiis lack of subdety pervades Milsuko 
Deli vers. Isliii dabbles in social commentary 
tlirougli flashliaoks to a liappier era and Iieavy- 
handed dialogue reminiling u.s iliat, limes are 
idugli’, 'we’re all struggling' and 'mure dian 
ever, we iuhhI to help earti odier’. Tliewls also 
a jimlongtHl lliud act dial readies new levels 
of slirill. Tensions lieiglilen, die baby is on its 
way, Mitsuko's parents arrive and diaractersare 
reduced to yelling atone anotlier. Liziiaycroft 


ANTICiPATiON . A femalo-ied 
comedy from one of Japan's 
up and coming directors. 


ENJOYMENT. 

So long, so not "cotil". 


IN RETROSPECT. Take a nap until 
somediing lietter comes along. 


4 
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]eff. Who 
Lives aL Home 

Di'ected by Jay Duptass, Mark Duplass 
Starring Jason Seget, Ed Heims, 

Suson Sorortdon 
ReieosedMaytt 

S et in the sleepy environs of Baton Rouge, 
Louisiana, Jeff, Who Lives at Home stars 
Jason Segel and Ed Helins as a pair of clialk- 
and-cheese brotliers. Jeff (Segel) is a childlike 
Stoner cotvinced lus desi iny is bound up witti 
that of a local dnig dealer nainerl Kevin (Evan 
Ross). WItUe Pat (Ileljns) Is on aggressively 
insecure sriuno wlirr suspects Itis wife (Juily 
Greer) of cliealJng on lilin. Meanwliile, tlieir 
repressed moUier (Susan Sarandon) wrestk's 
witli die in^stent affections of a secret admirer 
at her dull office job. Across a long day, tlieir 
paths all become inlen wined. 

The opening montage of old family 
photographs establishes a reflective tone whicti 
somehow survives the following sequence in 
which Jeff sits on tlie toilet, relaying Ills weed- 
addled interpretation of M Night Shyamalan's 
hokey horror, Signs, into a voice recorder, Tlie 
(Uni subsequently trc'ads Into curious territory, 



somewhere between vague, deadpan mystery, 
shaggy-dog comedy and emotive family drama 

Witli little in tlie way of conventional 
plot, a strong cast does well with die 
minimalist material. IleUns is outstanding 
in Ills abrasiventss, while die luilking S(>gel 
is api>eaUngly sensitive. Sarandon slilnes 
in a restrained display of slow-burn emotion. 

Wliile the low-key, nal.uralLsi.ic Imllmarks 
of the putative 'niumblt'core' genre are flnnly 
in place, the Uuplass brotliers also appear 
to liavc mined a range of other influenees 
to augment die Aim's melanclioUc aura. 
In particular, Ivan Passer^ (lutter's Way and 
the Coen broUiers’ The Big Lebmeski linger like 
spectres as eicamples of unlikely AmeKcan anti- 
heroes chasing the truth under die influence 
of mind-altering siUistances. 

Looming largest of all is Jolm KenniKly 
TVxjle's New Orleans-set novel, A Cenffederary 


oj Ounces, widi wliich the Aim shares a distinct 
sense of place, an inescapably sad lone and 
a cliiJdUke protagonist indulged by his mother. 

As a film about brothers that's autliored 
by brothers, Jeff, Who Lives at Home feels Uke 
a veiy personal work, diough an occasional 
sense of UnpenetrabUity is Anally ofbet 
by a dLsarinihg, perhaps even .seiiUiiKmul, 
idncerity. Ashley Clark 


ANTlCtPATtON. Ct/ru.s proved the 
Duplasses Iiave mainstream cliops. 


EHIOTMENT. Odd, sweet and languid, 
but Uttle to get your teefli into. 


IN RETROSPECT. At best, it couid 
secure a cult foUowing, 


3 
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If I Were You 

O'ltected by Joan Carr-'N'igg'in 
Stoning Marc'io Gay Harden, 
LeonorYlatUng, Joseph Rett 
Released June 8 


T he principle of tlie 'criss-cross’ interrliange 
Uiat powered Hllclicock’s .'Ifmiiiirrs on a 
Ttaiii and Danny DeVito’s TTtiuic Momma Fn>m 
The Train also drives If I Were You, In wlik-li 
two desperate individuals, l.lirown togedier by 
chonro, join in apail dial will cliange the course 
of both their lives. Only in Joan ('arr-Wlggin's 
fllm, the individuals are two ratlier different 
women (with a man in commoi). 

LevePheaded. middle-aged businesswoman 
Madelyn (Marcia Gay Harden) lias just 
discovered dial lier husband, Paul (Joseph Kell), 
is having an affair witli young, vapid would- 
be-actress Lucy (Leonor Walling). Widiout 
revealing tliai slie is Paul’s wife, Matielyn 
inwrvenes in a melodramatic suicide attempt 
by lAJcy, and Uie two women dninkenly agree 
to follow eacli ollierk instructions in sorting out 
dietr respective pnjblems - an agriH'inent dial 



leads Madelyn to take die lead role in a stage 
producikm of King Lear, along-side Lucy’s Fool. 

As Madelyn gradually moriihs inloasukldal 
adulteress (and actress) anil Lucy discovers lier 
own untapped centreof gravity, tlieir peisonali^ 
swop is reflected in a broader interrliange 
of genre. For wliilo the film’s opening scones, 
rooted in coincidence, mistaken identic 
and bree^ deceit, miglit suggest a contrived 
comedy of erres^, dicse farcical materials are 
soon being resumed as tragedy. 

And while Madelyn may only be 
imperscinating Lear, site is also being confronted 
in her real life widi Hie loss of love, Uie 
dsappoinonont of ageing and die inevitabUily 

deaili. Even if tlie film delivers plenty 
of wit and one of those 'happy enilings’ Hull Lucy 
says slie so loves, it lakes us Ihrougli a range 
ol (lifTerenl moods and motifs to arrtve tliore. 


Meanwliile, as Madelyn flesties out Lear, 
site also feminises a dieme more typically 
assiK'iaied wilii cimnna^ male proiagorasis: 
tlie mid-life crisLs. Played by Linden witli 
botJi range aixl class, Uiis woman on Uir verge 
of a nervous breakdown offsets all horpl ay-acting 
witli a sustaineil sincerity, never surrendering 
her inti^ty to a dieap laugli. Anton Bitel 


ANTtetPATtON. Farce of infidelity 
and am-dram? No tlianks. 

ENJOTMEHT. Enougli middlf^aged 
iragmly to off-set any twiHmess. 


IN RETROSPECT. A smart feminist lake 
on the inid-llfo crisis. 
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